Wisdom and Destiny

in his soul, where he ever shall find a
few drops of pure water, and he girt up
anew with the strength that he needs to
go on with his life. For here again
reason is helpless, unable to comfort;
she must halt on the threshold of the
thief's last asylum, even as she must halt
on the threshold of Job's resignation, of
the love of Marcus Aurelius, of the sac-
rifice made by Antigone. She halts, is
bewildered, she does not approve; and
yet knows full well that to rise in revolt
were only to combat the light whereof
she is shadow; for amidst all this she is
but as one who stands with the sun full
upon him. His shadow is there at his
feet; as he moves, it will follow; as he
rises or stoops, its outline will alter; hut
this shadow is all he commands, that he
masters, possesses, of the dazzling light
that enfolds him. And so has reason her

being, too, beneath a superior light, and
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